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ment, when the other companion, with that rare, straightforward brutality for which she became so deservedly infamous later on, snorted angrily : " No, you don't! Don't you touch anything of mine! You can't sponge on me as you do on Clara!"
Now Semantha was a German, as we were apt to find out if ever she grew excited over anything; and whenever she had a strange word used to her, she would repeat that word several times, first to make sure she fully understood its meaning, next to impress it upon her memory; so there she stood staring at her dressing mate, and slowly, questioningly repeated, " Spoonge ? spoonge ? w'at is that spoonge ? " And received for answer, " What is it ? why, it's stealing." Semantha gave a cry. "Yes," continued the straightforward one, " it's stealing without secrecy; that's what sponging is."
Poor Semantha — astonished, insulted, frightened—turned her quivering face to the other girl and passionately cried, " Und she,ood sample of each side-d snapped his fingers.upon  my breast.    It was beautifully done;                               downed me; but it wasn't a fair game, Jim,
